In Jeopardy 


Author: nothingbutadreamer 

Bands: Supertramp 

Characters: Bob Siebenberg, Dougie Thomson, John Helliwell, Rick Davies, Roger Hodgson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Sep 08 2014 18:26:25 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


In Jeopardy 


Author's Notes: 
Shoutout to my main girl Cy for helping me flesh out this story! 


Rick watched Roger swivel his hips and snap his fingers onstage. 


He would have never done something like that while in Supertramp, Rick thought, remembering Roger hiding 
behind his keyboard or meekling singing while strumming his guitar. But on this stage in Germany, with his 
stylish outfit, perfectly styled hair, and make-up, Roger seemed more like David Bowie. And Rick was enjoying 
his performance. He felt his pants tighten as his eyes followed Roger, thrusting the guitar against himself, 
dancing around the stage with fluid movements. Rick struggled to remain composed, while his heart ached for 
Roger. 


Backstage, Roger was in front of a dressing-room mirror, wiping sweat and makeup off his face. he was still in 


his outfit, and hadn't wiped off his eyeliner when he saw Rick enter quietly, reflected in the mirror. 


"Rick!" He gasped, turning sharply in his chair. 


"Yeah, em, the band's here in Germany and | heard you were doing a gig here so--" Before Rick finished, he 
was hugged tightly by Roger. He felt a new rush of arousal as Roger's body pressed against him, smelling of 
cologne. 

"| missed you so much!" Roger said upon pulling away. 

"Me too." Rick smiled shyly. 

"We must catch up tonight over drinks." Roger declared. 


"Sure." Rick looked at Roger with surprise. 


Roger rushed to a different table and scrawled out the name of a bar on a scrap of paper and handed it to 


Rick. 


"Let's meet outside there at 8. We'll talk about everything!" Roger beamed. "| don't have too much time now as 


any minute I'll be having an interview, then a few more engagements." 


"Oh-okay, that sounds great" A slightly bewildered Rick replied. They parted ways, Roger leaving a small kiss on 
Rick's cheek. 


Rick waited, smoking a cigarette, tapping his foot nervously, until he saw Roger walk up. 

Gone were Roger's days of kaftans and embroidered jeans, now Roger was looking smart in a checkered blazer, 
ironed slacks, and his hair was still neatly styled. Inside the smoky, crowded bar, Rick ordered a beer and Roger 
a white russian. 

"But | thought you didn't drink" Rick said, when the waiter had left. 

Roger winked. "I think we've got a lot of surprises in store tonight" 

Rick thought about asking what he meant by that, but instead asked him about his new solo record. They 
talked of both their new albums, and some old memories that resurfaced. There were no hard feelings. They 


talked freely, like they used to. 


They'd spent a long time chatting, but eventually their drinks were starting to run low and their conversation 


reaching a lull. 
"Come to my hotel room, tonight.” Roger leaned in, arms folded on the table, gazing firmly into Rick. 


'|-you-want-" Rick shrugged. he was getting flustered by how forward Roger had become now, how different 


he was, and het his feelings for him were the same. 
"Only if you want to, of course." Roger leaned on his arm and sighed. 


Rick thought, as he took small sips of his alcohol. Hundreds of thoughts flittered in his mind. Of them arguing 
while recording Breakfast in America. Then a painfully silent tour. And recording their next album, where they'd 
hardly seen each other. Maybe time could heal those wounds. But Roger was so different now, too different 
for them to reconcile perhaps. so forward that Rick was overwhelmed, but also full of desire, he wanted Roger 


back with every bone in his body. 


He said nothing, but as they left their money on the table, he followed Roger to the exit, and out into the 
night. 


"IIl go with you." He said. 
"Oh, Rick" Roger hugged him again, not caring if any of the people on the street saw them. 


For Rick this was all very familiar, taking a taxi back to the hotel, getting excited about what was to come, 
then returning to their temporary home, for a long night together, but it was off, somehow. It had been two 
years, more like a century for Rick, and Roger just seemed too different. He couldn't figure him out, like he 
had been able to in the past. they started out so similarly. two young blokes wanting to make it in the music 
industry, really wanting nothing but to share their music and ideas with the world. then their paths started to 
diverge. but at the heart of it, weren't they still those two 20-something-year-olds gushing over old rock and 
folk songs, sleeping together in the backs of caravans and cheap flats, talking boldly of new ideas? 


Going along with Roger's recurring theme of flashiness and flamboyance was the fact that his hotel room was, 
in fact, a penthouse in one of the costliest hotels in Munich. 
‘Its all the record label's doing." Roger shrugged, a little embarrassed by the opulence. 


Was that a spark of the old Roger he knew so well, Rick wondered. 


"Not fond of it at all myself." Rick nodded. 


wvunu 


Once they arrived, Rick was amazed by the view of the city. He went right over to the large windows. taking 
up the whole wall, and looked out to the sea of lights in the darkness, and out to the river, which reflected 
them. 


Soon, he felt Roger behind him, wrapping his arms around his waist, nuzzling his head in his back, then 
beginning to rub his crotch against Rick, breathing heavily. Rick was surprised, a little shocked, but went along 
with it. He turned around and took of his jacket, letting it fall to the floor, and held Roger. They leaned against 


the windowpane and Rick kissed him deeply. He let himself fall into Roger's arms, he missed him too much, 


loved him too much, to hold anything back. 

‘| missed you so much, you know that?" Roger said, still holding Rick 

‘Ive been thinking about you a lot too." Rick replied. 

"| never wanted us to grow apart” Roger's voice quivered slightly. 

Rick nodded solemnly. "Me neither. | don't know. Maybe the stress of everything, the fame, got to our heads." 


And he realized that Roger was still the same Roger he'd always loved, even if he had gone through some 
changes. But he seemed happier, more at ease with himself, which made Rick happy too. 


Rick was jolted out of his thoughts by the sound of Roger sliding the curtains shut. Now leaning against the 
fabric, he almost fell back as he watched Roger get down on his knees and unbuckle his pants. 


Roger looked up imploring with his eyes. Rick nodded, feeling himself lose the ability to speak. Roger palmed 
Rick's crotch and smiled wickedly, returning to loosening Rick's pants. Rick shuddered and moaned. Getting his 
cock sucked by Roger felt more incredible than ever, maybe it was after such a long time, but most likely 
Roger'd gotten better, more bold Roger held nothing back as he ran his tounge down the length of Rick's cock, 
and took it into his mouth. Rick begged him to stop or he would climax. Roger nodded and slowly pulled away. He 


wiped his mouth on his sleeve and crawled up on the bed on all fours. 


Rick found himself reliving all of his past memories of the times they'd made love. Some little gesture, an 
incident, brought something back. And yet, nothing was the same now. The way Roger hovered above him, while 
he lay down on the bed, reaching to pull off each others shirts, mirrored another night in the 10s. 

Rick let Roger take over, he seemed to want to be in control, and Rick himself was just too overcome with 
emotions, not quite sure how to respond. But Roger's touches were so gentle, as he'd always been, there was 


nothing forceful or harsh in the way that Roger lay him down on the bed, and let his hands roam his body. 


"Missed this, all of this, so much." Roger murmured, looking up at Rick, eyes half closed, strings of his hair 
beginning to fall in his face. 


"Hey, Roger," Rick said between heavy breaths. 
"Mm?" Roger turned to lean on his side. 


"I really liked how you looked during that performance today. You--looked really--um--attractive. Yeah, really 
attractive." Rick smiled a little. 


"Aw, thank you!" Roger smiled back. He ran his fingers up and down Rick's arm. 


‘with-with your makeup, and those clothes.” Rick chuckled, feeling more relaxed with Roger. 


‘Oh, pshh. That was all them, they wanted me all dolled up." Roger laughed. "The makeup was so annoying, | 
wanted to rub it all off. | don't know how women stand it" 


"Neither do |" Rick laughed too. "But you looked good in it. Fuck, really good" He sighed. 
"Oh, really?" Roger perked up. He got up and straddled Rick between his legs. “Tell me about it, won't you?" 


"Ah-well--" Rick felt his face turn hot, and the words sticking in his throat. "I liked the way you were 
dancing...and that thing you--with the guitar, it was like--" Rick struggled to speak as Roger pressed his hips 


against Rick's, moving in small circular motions. 
"Like fuck man, | wanted to be that guitar, you know? All up against you like that." Rick chuckled. 


"Well, now you are.” Roger purred. He continued his motion, then let out a sharp, high-pitched moan 


"Rick--" He said between breaths, "I'm going to get up on you." 
"Huh?" 


"Like this." Roger smiled from behind the hair that fell in front of his face, as he got into position. He guided 
Rick on where to slide in his cock, so that Roger rode him. And, like always, Roger leaned in front of Rick, who 
rested against the headboard. Roger sighed happily as he slid into the right place, Rick's cock inside of him. He 
cupped Rick's face with his hands and brought him in for a deep kiss. They continued kissing, as Roger shifted 
up and down, planting a few kisses on Rick's forehead as he rose, and let his lips wander down his bearded face 
and to his neck. Moans escaped their lips between their kisses, which became less and less coherent, and more 
of simply their lips and tongues melting into each other, tasting each other. Rick tried keeping up with 
everything Roger was doing, but couldn't, his thoughts were becoming a haze, he became more and more 
aroused as he watched Roger's hips moved up and down, and Roger work himself over. Not too sure what to 
do with his hands, that had been hanging limply by his sides, he settled on taking hold of Roger's thighs, helping 
him stay steady. Roger nodded in gratitude. Rick tensed, appreciating how soft and smooth, and yet muscular, 
Roger's legs were. He'd never forget the way his body looked, lit up in a dim orange glow. 


Even after they'd both reached climax, Roger didn't want to stop, and Rick didn't want the night to end either. 


They lay side by side on their backs, looking at each other, their chests rising and falling with exhausted 
breaths. 


"I don't want to stop just yet" Roger looked at Rick with intensity still burning in his eyes. 


"Okay, I'm fine with anything you want." Rick said. He didn't know how to say it but he definitely wasnt ready to 
give into the night. 


"You want more don't you?" Roger broke into a crooked, sly smile. 
Rick's face turned redder. He nodded. 


"Mmm, okay, how about.." Roger edged even closer to Rick and lifted up his large, toned arm and plopped Rick's 
hand down onto his cock, "You get me ready for another round?" 


Rick's eyes widened, unsure of what to do so suddenly, but encouraged by Roger, gently ran his fingers, 
stroking the shaft, enough to make him begin to get excited. 


"yes, yes, use those hands of yours, ugh, those pianist hands." Rick felt more at ease, and quickened his 
motions. Roger let out sighs of delight, letting him know how good it felt, encouraging him to keep going. He 
began to change his position slightly, shifting onto his side, then moving his body to rest on top of Rick. This 
was bringing back all kinds of memories for Rick. They'd made love this way countless times, Roger on top of 
Rick, taking the lead. 

The second time, having gotten used to each other's presence again, felt even more intense, even more 
sublime, than they'd ever remembered, even in the past. It was as if all those past hang-ups hadn ever 
happened, that they'd simply picked up their relationship from where it had started to sour. 

Roger, at last, seemed to be getting tired 

"F-fuck, that was..." He slurred, easing himself from Rick, collapsing with a thud on the bed. 

Rick nodded and smiled, agreeing. 


"god, | can barely move." He laughed weakly. 


"It was amazing." Rick lay on his side, admiring Roger. "Do you think you're ready to sleep? | can barely stay 
awake." 


Roger nodded, and turned out the lamp by his side. As they had done many times before, Rick held Roger 


against him, keeping him safe from worries. 

| need you so much closer to me." Roger murmurred, half asleep. 
"How so?" Rick whispered. 

"In my life" Roger yawned. 


"I'd like that too." Rick mumbled, then drifted right to sleep. 


The morning came, but the sun didn't feel warm or welcoming. It was the start of some kind of end, because 
eventually, they'd have to get up and leave. Rick knew he had to get back to the band. They'd be wondering 
where he was by now, since he had left to the bar last night without telling anyone. And Roger had to do more 
publicity for his album. 

Rick woke up first, his body feeling sore, and thought. He yearned to stay as long has he could, and hated how 
quickly the time had ended up passing. Yesterday had been such a strange day, a blur. How he'd gone from the 
rush of seeing Roger after two years, acting so unfamiliarly on a stage, to being back in his arms, back in bed 


with him, again. 


It was nearing ten, the other would be getting up soon and wondering about him. And they probably would have 


to catch a train to their next destination. 


Rick gazed at Roger, still deep in sleep, always looking so peaceful, and at his most beautiful and vulnerable. He 


couldn't bring himself to wake him. So he remained watching over him, and would leave as soon as he awoke. 
"Oh, good morning, Rick" He jolted as Roger's eyes fluttered open 
"Sleep well?" He asked, feigning ignorance. 


"Very welll | was so exhausted from..all of that, just slept like a rock" Roger smiled at Rick as he stretched his 


arms. 
"Me too" Rick paused. "Well. you know | can't stay for much longer: 

A shadow crossed Roger's face. 

"What do you--why? Can't you stay for longer? | don't have to do anything today” 


"I didn't tell the rest of the band where | was, they'll be wondering where | am and we've got thins to do." Rick 
shrugged. 


"Oh, so you're the ‘love em and leave type eh?" Roger said bitterly, staring at the wall in front of them. 


Rick didn't know how to reply. He yearned to stay, to be by Roger's side again, and try to work out what had 


gone off between them. 
But there were still some old tensions between them that resurfaced. 


"Could you please stay a little longer?" Roger implored, almost child-like. 


"I will" Rick said firmly. He took hold of Roger's hand. 


‘lm so glad!" Roger cheered, bouncing slightly. "Well then, what do we do with this gifted time?" 

Rick always the sensible one, replied, "Probably shower first." 

Once they were finally cleaned off, after a mix of fooling around and attempting to get cleaned, they got 
dressed, and had brunch delivered by room service. They talked easily and enjoyed themselves. Roger opened 


the curtains to reveal a beautiful, bright day in Germany, the city before them. 


Rick looked at the train ticket that he had tucked in his wallet, after they finished eating. 
"Roger, my train leaves in an hour. At 2 PM" 


Roger looked visibly sadder. Rick felt touched, almost amazed at how much Roger still cared for him. 
‘I'm really sorry." He sighed. 

‘It's okay." Roger smiled sadly. "We'll see each other soon, won't we?" 

"We'll be back in England soon, if you are." Rick shrugged. 


Roger perked up slightly. "| guess you'll have to leave soon if you want to make it. But why don't you forget 
about that train?" 


Rick let out a deep sigh. "I can't, Roger. | just can't." 
Roger's shoulders drooped slightly. "Well, before you go, | want you to always remember how much | love you." 
he got up from the table. Rick got up too and followed him to the door. 


"I really love you, Rick, | love you so much." Roger's voice quivered. "Even when we argued and didn't talk to 


each other. | was never mad at you, Rick, | loved you so much." 

Rick felt taken aback. There, all of his feelings were laid bare. 

"Me too, | felt the same, all | did was care about you, and | was never angry at you, maybe a little frustrated 
at how you can be sometimes, but | know it's who you are, and.and.." Rick's eyes darted down, and back to 


Roger. 


Roger had been forcing himself to hold back his tears, but now knowing that Rick had felt the same all along, 
he couldn't pretend to be all right any longer, and blinked, letting his tears flow freely. 


Rick immediately brought Roger in close to him, letting his tears fall on his jacket. 


"| don't know what happened back then, why things went off. We were young, we had huge egos..there was a lot 


of pressure." 
But he had a feeling of hope that now they could work it out, now that they had some space from each other. 


Roger pulled away, rubbing the tears from his face frantically, with his hands. 
"l'm so glad it was this way." 


They kissed one last time, lingering for a long time, until they were breathless. And for one last time, let each 
other know how much they were loved Roger showed Rick to the exit of the hotel, and watched Rick walk out 
into the city until he faded from view. 


Rick met up with the band at the lobby of the hotel they were at, surprised to see all of his belongings 
already packed up. 


"Where the hell were you? We got one of the roadies to do your bags since you were AWOL" John sighed. 
"| was um..with Roger. Remember, the concert?" Rick shrugged. 


John, Bob and Dougie perked up with interest. "HOW WAS IT?? HOW'S ROGER?" They yelled eagerly. 


It was a good show, he's really happy and he's come out of his shell, really into his own, and we had a nice 


chat" 

"Tell us morel" Dougie said. 

"Well, he--he.." Rick struggled to figure out what to say. He was a terrible liar. 

"Did you two shag?" John asked, knowingly. 

"Yes?" Rick replied meekly. He blushed deeply and hid his face behind the lapels of his jacket 

"| won! Pay up, Dougie!" Bob hollered. Dougie scowled and reached into his pants pocket for the money. 

"Were you guys betting on if | got laid???ll! Rick spat out. He didn't bother to see their reactions or hear what 


they had to say. He stormed out of the lobby, and forcefully yanked away his suitcase. He would be riding the 


train as far away from his bandmates as possible. 
ALTERNATE ENDING 


Rick began walking at a fast pace away from the hotel. After a few blocks, he took out his train ticket and 
looked at it, pensively. He put his suitcase down on the ground, between his legs, and proceeded to tear his 


train ticket into tiny shreds. He sprinkled them down to the sidewalk like confetti. 


"That's what | think of you all” He smirked to himself, pounding the shreds of paper into the ground with the 


sole of his shoe. Then he called a taxi, and made his way back to Roger's hotel. 


BONUS ALTERNATE ENDING 


he was so excited to be with roger that he didnt even bother to go up the elevator, he ran up all the flights 
of stairs and rang rogers doorbell and ran into his arms and they said "fuck you music business: and eloped to 


some quiet hidden place in switzerland and lived happily ever after 


THE END 


